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and particularly so to me, though my head was
altogether turned, and my heart too. My days
were more than ever dedicated to roaming over
the country ; and in the evening I used to love
to scull my stiff far up the stream,, and then fioat
quietly down while I watched the sun setting,
and the luxurious yet modest forget-me-not, on
the banks; then leave my boat to sit motion-
less on a retired stile, and li>ten to uthe still
small voice'1 of the mysterious bat, or the drowsy
soothing hum of the beetle. One of these even-
ings, by the bye, was productive of a little ad-
venture.
I had just accomplished " the shallow*,,^ and
was now rowing hard against the stream oppo-
site Boveney Church, when I was startled for
the moment by the sounds of a number of female
voices, some of which even uinountedto screams.
On looking over my shoulder, I now observed
an enormous pleasure-barge, with its deck and
cabin crowded with a numerous party of ladies
and gentlemen. It was drawn up the btream
bv three or four horses. At this spot the stream
ran with such rapidity, that a boat which was
fastened to the stern, had broken away, and the
ladies became, in a degree, panic-struck, when
they saw their only means of coBimunication
with the shore quickly floating away from them.
It was now for me to do my best to capture
it, though when I had fastened it to my skiff,
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